<IALES OF DESTINT

VII.  HER MOTHER  LOVE
TOLD  BY  THE  PHYSICIAN

BY general although unspoken assent, the
eyes of all the company were now directed
to the venerable hakeem, as if to invite from
him the next contribution to the night's
entertainment. Meditatively for a moment the
man of medicine stroked the broad white beard that
descended almost to his girdle, and then began:
" Familiar to us all is the thought that death is but
a birth into another state of existence, whether that
state be the eternal paradise which is the final goal
of every man's hopes, or merely another stage thither-
ward. Death is a birth, the truth of which will more
forcibly appeal to our minds when we reflect also
that birth is a death/'

et How can that be, except for the still-born?"
queried the astrologer.

The hakeem raised a hand deprecating the interrup-
tion.

" Nay, follow me in my argument/1 he continued
quietly. " If death is a biith, then is a birth truly
death. For the babe has been living through a prior
stage of existence. To it the nine months passed in
its mother's womb may have meant a long span of
life. For time is but a relative term, and, measured
against eternity, the whole period of man's sojourn on
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